




The mofl lamentable Tragedic 

Re, O God I hauc an ill diuining foule 
me thmkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowct 
As one dead in the bottomeofatombe 
Either my eye-fight failes,or thou lookeft pale. 

Rom, And truft me loue,m my eye fo doe you? 

Dne forrow drinkes our blond. Adue.adue. 

Ju. O Fortunc.Fortune. all men call thecSficfcie. 
Irthou artfickle,whatdoft thou with him 
That is renowmd for faith ?bc fickle Fortune* 

B«£L™£u" iltnt>,kccpchin,lon 's> 

Enter Mother* 

La* Hodaughter,areyouvp^ 

lu. Who ift that callsfit is my Lady mother; 

Is the not downefo Late or vp fo early? 

: V Vhat vnaccuftomd caufe procures her either? 

Why how now 
I». Madam I am not well. 

\T\n ^“ Crmore weeping for your Cozins death? 

V V hat wilt thou wafh himfrom his graue with tearesi 

Andifthoucouldft,thoucou!dftnotmakehimliue: 

1 herefore haue done,fome griefe fhcwesmuch ofloue. 
But much ofgriefe,fhewes ftill fome want ofwit. 
iff. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lofle, 

La,So fhall you feele the lofie,but not the friend 

V V hich you weepefor. 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

A*. V Veil girie,thou w cepft not fo much for his death, 
As that the villaine hues which flaughtered him. 

J«. VVhat villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine Romeo, 

Iff- Villaine and he be many miles a funder: 
Godpardon.Idoe wichall my heart: 

And y et no manlike he, doth grieue my heart. 


■Exit 


La. That 


of otn eo and Juliet i 

L*. T hat is becaufe the Traitor Hues, 
lu, I Madam from the reach «f thefe my handst 
Would none but I might veage my Cozin s d cath. 

La, We will haue vengeance for it,feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,Ile fend to one in Mantua , 
Where that fame banilht runnagate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he fhall foone keepe Ttbalt company •• 

And then Ihopethou wiltbefatisfied, 
lu. Indeede I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With RomeoJ ill 1 behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
T o bearea poyfon,I would temper it: 
That/itoweihould vponreceit thereof, 
Sooncfleepein quiet.O how my heart abhors 
To heare him namde and cannot cometo him # 

T o wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtered him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell theeioyfull tidingsGyrle. 

lu. Andioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 

What arc they,bcfeech your Ladyfhip? 

M,W ell, well, thou haft a carcfullfather child. 
Oncwhoto putiheefrom thyheauines, 

Hathfortcd out a hidden day ofioy. 

That thou experts not,nor Ilookt not for, 
lu. Madam in happy time,what day is that? 

M . Marry my child,early next T hurfday mornc,’ 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Couutie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 
Hefhall not make metherea ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft.thatl mull wed 
£te he that fhould be husband comes to wooC: 




N. 
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